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NOTICE TO READER 
When you finish reading this maga- 
zi jace a ne-cent stamp on this 
notice, mail the magazine, and it will 
y be placed in the hands of our soldiers 
w sailors destined to proceed overseas 
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LIBERTY theatres have been con- 

structed at all national army can- 
tonments. Each of these theatres 
has an average enclosed seating capac- 
ity of 2,000. Theatres and amuse- 
ment halls also have been erected in 
the national guard camps and at other 
points where troops are in training. 
A SMILEAGE BOOK is a pass to any 
camp theatre—the soldiers’ passport 
to many joyous evenings. 


“Smileage Books” 
on Sale by JUDGE 


Buy a book of “‘Smileage’’ Ccupons today 
and send it to your soldier—son or sweet 
heart, husband or friend. 

Employers are urged to send “‘Smileage 
Books” to their men in the training camps. 
It’s the least you can do for these men who 
are doing so much for you. Think what 
these coupons mean to them! *“Smileage 
Books” are gloom-chasers, fun-makers, laugh 
producers, joy-bringers! 

There is space on the books for an inscrip- 
tion, giving the name of the donor and the 
name of the soldier to whom it is to be sent. 
Just consider yourself a member of Uncle 
Sam's Entertainment Committee and 
buy a “Smileage Bcok”’ right now. 

People buying “Smileage Books’’ who have 
no definite friends in camp to whom they may 


send the bcoks may send them in care of 
JUDGE, for distribution. Manufacturers are 
requested to send a “‘Smileage Book” to each 
one of their employees now in camp. 


Fill out the coupon and mail at once. Send 
it to JUDGE. 

Every dollar gces for the soldiers! 

JUDGE'S services are given without charge 


or expense. 


Secretary of War BAKER says: 


PROPER amount of clean, whole- 
some entertainment contributes 
largely to the happiness of our soldiers 
in camp and is fundamental in supple- 
menting their physical and military 
training. . . . The plan of selling 
Smileage Books seems to be an admir- 
able way of financing this worthy 
enterprise, because it gives to the indi- 
vidual citizen an easy opportunity of 
furnishing means for numerous good 
times to his soldier friends. 


NEWTON D. BAKER, 
Secretary of War. 


This unique “Smileage Book” plan makes it easy for the 
families, employers and friends back home to supply their 
soldiers with books of tickets to the splendid entertainments 
that will be given regularly in these camps. 

A “Smileage Book” of 20 coupons costs $1.00. 

A “Smileage Book’’ of 100 coupons costs $5.00. 

The ‘“‘Smileage Book’’ campaign is under the auspices of the 
Military Entertainment Council, War Commission on Train- 
ing Camp Activities, appointed by Secretary of War Baker. 





Nothing too Good 


for “Our Boys” Smileage Coupon 





The premier attractions of 
the best theatrical producers, 
comedies, concerts, top-notch 
vaudeville features and min- 
strel shows, will be presented 
in the camp theatres. The 
old favorites among musical ——s 
comedies and light operas ee ae ee es 
will tke revived. Remarkable : 

- . “* This space is contributed by JUDGE so that 
programs of moving pictures every reader of this great magazine may have 
including the latest feature | 7 qprormuniny ro send at least one Smileage 
films are given regularly. 
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AnoTHerR Hun PEAcE ANGEL 


(German)—‘“‘Peace on Earth, Good Will(iam II.) to Men.” 
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Drawn by W. K. Sranaett 
German prisoners say they are going to America after the war.—News item. 


Do You Want Tuis—To Live Besipe You, Worx Besitpe You, ann, Later, Vote Besitpe You? 
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*““SoMETIMES I THINK oF SANDPAPER SANDWICHES CHEWED CAUTIOUSLY. WouLpn’t You Hate 
To BE My Brain?” 


Thirty Thoughts 


A New Form of Literature Invented by the Author of “Are You a Bromide?” 


By Gevetr BurGEss 


Illustrated by WitFRED JONES 


THINK [ll invent a new Form of Literature. 
I have nothing else to do to-night but a tooth- 
ache, so I'll invent one. 
In venturing to invent one I prefer 
not to be merely humorous. Humorous, perhaps, 
but not funny. Too funny to be true, like “syzygy,” or 
too true to be funny, like “jimp” and “jejune.”” Why 
are plumbers funny when a tailor isn’t? 
Isn’t housemaid’s 
knee always supposed to be funny? 

Funny how names are fun- 
ny! Peter was once a funny name; but now it’s the 
smartest name for a magazine hero. Also the despised 
Bridget is now in style. 

Styles change. Remember when we 
named all our daughters Margaret or Dorothy? That 
was in 1888. Whenever I meet a Dorothy I know 
she is exactly thirty years old. 

Exactly thirty of these thoughts make my 
Form. You have to be a real thinker, though; you 
can’t just put down scraps like the things you over- 


hear in the crowd coming out of the theater. I could 
make this very silly if I didn’t give the strong touch to 
what I think of. 

Think of really knowing what a person is 

thinking of! But now you do. I’m thinking exactly 
these thoughts here. Wouldn’t you hate to be 
my brain? 
My brain has thoughts; some rattle, some squirm. 
Sometimes I think of formaldehyde, and sometimes | 
don’t. Sometimes I think of sandpaper sandwiches 
chewed cautiously. Almost everything with the sound 
of K is coarse. Kick and curse and cold and cough 
and curmudgeon. Kiss? Of course kiss is coarse, 
when you see it. See? You just connect on whenever 
you want to. 

Want to connect on to Simplified Spelling? Is it 
true? Is it necessary? Is it kind? What are Simplified 
Spellers really like? Side whiskers? Celluloid collars? 
White butterfly ties? As to their wives, how do 
they like it? 

I like a story that begins, “John’s pockets were 
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Drawn by CaLvert Suiru 
ApvICcE TO CHAPERONS 
] 


When it gets dark—use star shells 


filled with library paste; but library paste, no matter 
how much you have in your pockets, makes an unsub- 
stantial breakfast.”” Do you? Yes, I wrote it. With 


my little idea. ‘ 

See the idea now—my Form? It’s almost finished, 
the inventing part. You have to really finish it 
the reading part. Just change your thought tail-to- 


head, like sardines, as blue changes to green. 

Green grow the 
rushes, O, is a crude illustration. Of course I wouldn't 
do anything as lumpy as that. Isn’t it putting 
you to sleep, like Coleridge’s Table Talk? Yet you 
must read on. 

Read on like playing dominoes, from 6:2 to 2:3. 
I suppose we all have more thoughts than we 
ever think of. 

Think of being an inch-worm, for instance, and 
having to measure a man 3,000 feet long. 

I long, often I long 
to know what snails think of, and bar tenders and 
three-legged stools and women when they are dancing 
with that lost, long-drowned expression. Do they 
realize the Infinite, d’you suppose? 

D’you suppose anyone in the 
world really understands what Duodecimals are? 
We are such hypocrites. Such as policemen who 
dye their mustaches and firemen who curl them. 
That is, if they do. Did you ever find a lost sneeze, 
ever in your life? 

The life and Letters of an Undertaker. (So 
hard for them ever to enter good society.) How 
one-eyed Cambodians Flirt, is another. 

Flirtation is to Love what a 
sky-rocket is to a ten-inch shell (if it is). Much 
more brilliant, and might get burned. What does 
“| don’t give a hang” mean? We use so many mean, 
mysterious things like that and how they get the 





quick-silver to stick on the 


backs of mirrors. An Up- 
right Egg, wild but winsome. 
Some 


are born with tortoise-shell 
goggles; some acquire tor- 
toise-shell goggles, and some 
have tortoise-shell goggles 
thrust upon them. The ad- 
ventures of an Idea, in all 
Countries including the 
Scandinavian. You must 
not be too slow, the way 
bands play “The Star 
Spangled Banner” nor keep 
it up, as women do love, 
too long. 

I long, in fact, to stop, but 
I can’t—can you? 

Can you imagine 
the feelings of Q. Gormley 
in the Post Office, watching 
a strangely beautiful girl 
addressing a letter to him 
and sealing it with a kiss? 
The first thing Eve said 
after she was created was, 
*You’re the the first man 
who has ever kissed me!” 
and sometimes W and Y. 

Why, yes, it’s easy—till you 
try it—my new Form. First you think your little 
thoughts, then write them down. Little ones are al- 
ways hardest, like diamonds. 

A diamond on a fat man’s finger. 
You can’t help reading, you know, and if you've 
read to here my Form is a success. What then? 
A remedy for insomnia? Read it with slow and stupid 
unction to your first husband. Or to your wife: she 
will say, “That man ought never to marry!” But still 
it takes skill to make Fudge. Few can tame flies. Be- 
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For THE Goop OF THE SERVICE 
Diner—These portions are absurdly small of late, Louis! 
Head Waiter—Well, you see, sir, we have to hire such old waiters 


now, and they can’t handle heavy trays! 





Carbonetted by J. K. Bryans 


“You should have given up your bad habits, my boy, before it 


was too late.” 


“Yes, dad, but how was I to know it. was too late until it was 


too late?” 


cause I bit into a chocolate thing that 
looked so sweet and innocent, and I 
couldn’t pry my teeth off it for half an hour. 

An hour 
ago this Form was born. Now it is almost 
dead, like a strong man kissed to death by 
a blonde. All depends upon what you’ve 
had for dinner. Nothing is funny after 
baked apples or cup custard and still there 
is no rhyme for window, is there? 

Is there any 
woman who hasn’t a purple hat? And 
then suddenly you leave off cold—like a 
naked foot sticking out of bed. That’s 
my new Form! 


Beliefs 


By Berton Bratey 


T’S fine for you to believe in peace 
And arbitration, and things like that; 
It’s good to plan that the fight must cease 
And all be settled by friendly chat; 
It’s a pretty thought and a pleasant view 
lf the other fellow believes it, too. 


It’s great for you to believe that fight 
Is a foolish way to achieve your end, 
And that conversation can set things right; 
But what are you going to do, dear friend, 
When the other fellow believes in force 
And tramples you down in his brutal course? 


The creed of peace is a sweet belief 
If the other party believes that way; 

But when he’s murderer, thug and thief, 
Who threatens all that you hold today, 
Your peaceful mission won’t help you much 

If you find yourself in his cruel clutch. 


We all believe in the peace you love 
And that is what we are fighting for, 

But we will not welcome the white winged dove 
Until we’ve conquered the beast of war; 

We seek for peace, but we'll battle through 

Till the other fellow shall want it, too! 


A Sufficient Reason 
” RUE,” we admitted, “‘your public utterances since 
war was declared against Germany have been marvels 
of patriotic fervor. And while you have done nothing but 
talk, we must hand it to you for missing no opportunity 
for pointing out to everybody else his whole duty. But, 


as the atrocities of the Huns were just as abominable before 


our declaration of war as they have been since, and the 
invasion of Belgium was just as heinous then as it is now, 
why did you not in the beginning voice your horror and 
disgust at such barbarities?” 

“Why, until the voters declared themselves I could 
not know how they felt about it,” responded the Hon. 
Bray Lowder. 


Covering the Field 
“Quite so. I have written a history of the American 
stage.” 
“Ts it to be illustrated? 
“Yes, with sixty-five half-tone portraits of myself.” 


” 
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View or LANpscAPE BEHIND THE GERMAN LinES AFTER AN 


AMERICAN Ralp 
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ADVANTAGES OF Betnc A Mopern CuHILp, or THE BaBy Tuat CRIED 


FOR THE Moon 


It Makes a Difference Who Does the 


Stealing 
By Kennetu L. Rosperts 
“A Berlin schoolboy has been arrested for robbing one of the 
palaces belonging to the Kaiser.” —News dispatch. 
UDGE VIENERSCHNITZEL of the Berlin As- 
sizes brought down his gavel with a dull, Teutonic 
thud. “Officer,” he commanded tensely, “bring 
in the criminal Fritz Schmidt.” 

The spectators stirred excitedly as the court officer 
stalked into the outer chamber and returned with a 
small, half starved looking youth who, although only 
thirteen years of age, was one 
of the most desperate crim- 
inals who had ever fallen into 
the hands of the police. 

“What are the charges 
against)Fritz Schmidt?” asked 
the judge in a voice which 
trembled with emotion. 

**May it please your hon- 
or,” declared the prosecuting 
attorney, “the prisoner was 
liscovered crawling from an 
open window in His Imperial 
\Majesty’s Ausgeraus Palace 
at a late hour in the evening. 
\ pillow-case in his hand was 
filled with property belonging 
to His Imperial Majesty; and 
it was the obvious intention 
of this fiend in human shape 


Drawn by A. B. Watxrn 


to rob, purloin, despoil 
abstract and convey away 
the plunder in said pil- 
low-case.”” 

A groan of horror 
burst from the lips of the 
spectators at the enormity 
of the prisoner’s crime. 

““What was the nature 
of the articles in the pil- 
low-case?”’ inquired Judge 
Vienerschnitzel, imper- 
fectly controlling his rage. 

“May it please your 
honor,” declared the pros- 
ecutor, “there was a min- 
iature by Holbein which 
was seized in Brussels by 
the brave Governor Von 
Bissing, a number of im- 
mensely valuable gold and 
ivory plaques from the 
library at Louvain, and 
three loaves of white 
bread taken from the Red 
Cross in Belgium by Bar- 
on Von Schweinmund.”’ 

The face of Judge Vie- 
nerschnitzel became pur- 
ple with suppressed pas- 
sion. “Swine-dog!”’ he ex- 
claimed hoarsely,“‘ did you 
do this thing?” 

The prisoner nodded dejectedly. 

Judge Vienerschnitzel grew deathly pale, while a 
threatening murmur of rage rose from the spectators. 
“Wretch!”’ cried the judge, “what impelled you to this 
frightful crime?” 

“TI was hungry,” wept thirteen-year-old Fritz 
Schmidt. “I have been hungry for three years, and I 
had no money with which to buy food.” 

The Judge drew a deep breath and pointed a quiver- 
ing forefinger at the confessed criminal. “Fritz 
Schmidt,” said he, “no excuse is sufficient to condone 
your crime against His Imperial Majesty and Civiliza- 
tion itself. 1 sentence you to ten years’ solitary impris- 





Back Numpers: Tue Heroes or YESTERDAY 
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The Smallest Soldier 


By Virctnta Woops MAcKALuL 
IV. Carry On! 


HEN drums are beating, I can tell 
Them far away, and listen well. 
And when they're louder, coming near, 
I fairly hold my breath to hear. 
But when they turn into my street, 
Why, then—I cannot stop my feet! 


onment on potato-bread and sawdust-sausage, and to be 
stoned once a month by five prison guards.” 

The storm of cheers which arose from the spectators 
at this richly deserved verdict was marred only by the 
hoarse protests of a Franco-Prussian War veteran, who 
demanded feverishly that the prisoner be bayoneted at 
sunrise in the most cruel and unusual manner possible. 


The Bounds of Modesty - 
ONE cold night a Chicago- 
to-New-York sleeping car 
developed a hot-box. The 
porter went the rounds waking 
the passengers and telling them 
that it was necessary to change 
into another car. 

The man in lower six started 
to dress when he was suddenly 
taken with a great thought. 

“Porter!” he called. 

“Yes, suh,” the porter po- 
litely inclined his head toward 
the curtains of lower six. 

“Do we have to get off 
the train, or can we just walk 
through?” 

“What’s that, suh?” 

The question was repeated, 
impatiently. 

“Oh, no, suh; no, suh; you 
just walk through to the next 
cah.” 

“Then I won’t have to 
dress?” 

“Suh?” 

“Then I won’t have to 
dress?” 

“Oh, no, suh; certainly 
not, suh. . . . On’y just enough Drewn by Roonrr Tomson 
to satisfy yo’self, suh.” 





A Mystery 

oe ‘PEARS like there’s something the matter with the new- 

comer that moved onto the old Newt Strodder place 
a spell ago,” stated Gap Johnson, of Rumpus Ridge, Ark., 
“but I don’t presizely know what it is. I was setting out 
yur on the porch tuther evening, when he stopped in front 
of the gate there and began to call me a blankity-blanked, 
slew-footed, lop-eared son-of-something-or-nuther, as nigh 
as I could make out. When a gent gets a talking that-a- 
way he gener’ly means something by it. My gun was kick- 
ing around in the house some’rs whur the baby had been 
playing with it, and I was tollable comf’able whur I was 
at, but, just the same, I was about at the p’int of hunting up 
my gun and taking a shot at him, when the children saved 
me the trouble. He was still mentioning what he considered 
I was but not telling why he thought so, when the whole four- 
teen of my young ’uns came tearing around the corner of the 
house with their hands and pockets full of rocks, and began 
pouring ’em to him. Next minute he was climbing out of 
there as the crow flies with the rocks buzzing around him, 
and I never did find out what was the—yaw-w-w-wn!— 
matter with him.” 


Bad Opening 
Candidate—’Morning, Uncle Si. You know, I’m think- 
ing of running—— 
Uncle Si—Be ye? Ef I wuz your age an’ heft I’d make 
the Kaiser think o’ runnin’! 
Asylum 
“Ah, so my patriotic song was partly responsible for your 
enlistment?” 
“Yes, I wanted to get away from hearing it.” 





Private RucsBy, FormMerty or Yate, Bacs His First Prisoner 
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UNCONVENTIONAL ASPECTS OF CONTEMPORARY EVENTS 
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“THe Man’s Face SEEMED FAMILIAR AS HE SALUTED” 


Fate’s 


Moment 


By J. A. WauprRon 


Illustrated by LAwReNcE FELLOws 


T/), 


OUR young persons met in the foyer of the 


Odéon, Paris, one evening in the spring of 

1914. The happiness of the quartette was 

plainly confined to Lieutenant Fleury, of the 

French Army, and Mademoiselle Brienne, who 
were announcing their engagement. 

The others were Archie Macafee, an American en- 
gineer superintending a public work in Paris, and 
Otto von Glatz, an attaché of the German Embassy. 

The father of Mademoiselle Brienne, a prominent 
Socialist, had relaxed the traditional domestic strictness 
as to French girls in the bringing up of his daughter. 
She had enjoyed a freedom not unlike that granted to 
American young women, and justified it. She was self- 
reliant and more than ordinarily intelligent as well as 
very attractive in a womanly way. 

The lieutenant, Macafee and von Glatz had all paid 
court to her, but she had chosen the lieutenant. As 
the impending wedding was announced, Macafee 


offered congratulations, hiding his disappointment. 
Von Glatz, who had persisted in making love to Made- 
moiselle Brienne in spite of her often-revealed dislike of 
him, turned and left the party without a word. The 
lieutenant looked after him with a frown, while his 
fiancée held the hand of Macafee with that touch of sym- 
pathy which any woman must feel in such circumstances 
for a man she likes, even though she may love another. 

They were married, but the honeymoon was brief. 
Lieutenant Fleury won a captaincy while the Huns were 
still in Belgium, and fell at the first Battle of the Marne. 
His widow, impulsed by the spirit that has made France 
a wonder among nations, went to the front as a nurse, 
mitigating her grief by trying to allay the sufferings of 
others. Von Glatz disappeared from Paris with most of 
his kind. Macafee returned to the United States. 


Four years later Captain Macafee’s company of 
Engineers had just come out of a rest camp near the 
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Private Jones, somewhere in France, after reading a letter from home—Well! Well! 
that certainly is tough luck! They've had another rotten hail storm that ruined all 


their posy beds! 


battle front in France to resume operations with its 
regiment in a sector at the moment quiescent, but in 
which activity was imminent. 

The regiment had recuperated after performing a 
military miracle. Doing emergency work, it had been 
forced to fight its way back to Allied lines through a 
horde of Huns. It was badly mauled, but had empha- 
sized its valor by bringing in a bunch of the enemy that 
had thought the Americans safely their own prey. Cap- 
tain Macafee was in the thick of it, but his spirit was 
unquenchable. 

As the regiment advanced to a new scene of duty 
Captain Macafee and several others of his command, 
all mounted, were ordered ahead and to detour to the 
east separately in a reconnaissance of the territory. A 
short railway was to be built leading to the new region. 

The captain, after riding alone for half an hour, 
encountered near diverging roads about which he was 
puzzled a man in uniform of the American Military 
Police. Although he knew there was an American pre- 
paratory camp some miles to the south, Macafee was 
surprised. The man’s face seemed familiar as he sa- 





luted, but Macafee could not place him. 
Directed, he proceeded on his way, but 
soon found that the road, circling, was 
taking him in the direction from which he 
had come. 

Cantering briskly back, there was no 
sign of his director, but his memory now 
served him. Captain Macafee had known 
the man as a German waiter in a New York 
hotel. He was evidently a Hun masquerad- 
ing in an American uniform, and it was 
apparent that new mischief was making. 

The road which he now took led into 
a region of absolute peace. The country 
was fresh and typical of French rurality. 
As he approached a small, isolated villa 
Macafee saw a woman in the grounds gazing 
at the sky. The faint monotone of motors 
also attracted his eyes. ‘Two planes, very 
high, were speeding—one, a Frenchman, 
pursuing a Boche. 

As Macafee approached the villa and 
dismounted the woman came forward and 
there was mutual recognition. 

““Madame Fleury!” he exclaimed. 

“Ah! It is you, then!” she replied. 
And she could not forbear an admiring 
glance, for the captain was a brave figure. 
Briefly she told of the interval since they 
parted, and explained her presence. She 
had been ordered to this quiet place for 
rest after exhausting work near the front. 

Suddenly three horsemen appeared from 
the east, and a glance told that they were 
Uhlans. One, evidently in command, 
galloped forward alone. It was Lieutenant 
Otto von Glatz. 

The senses of all three, rendered keen 
in the circumstances, were made intensely 
acute by their knowledge of one another. 
A vital recognition of the situation was 
instant. Macafee’s hand, without seeming, 
went to his revolver. Madame Fleury was 
suddenly white, but not in fear. 

Von Glatz, his face ablaze, spurred faster, swung an 
arm in signal to the other Uhlans to approach, and with 
the same movement sought to bring his gun to bear on 
Macafee. 

The captain, with no sign of aggression, aimed from 
the hip. His bullet shattered Von Glatz’s hand. The 
Hun fell from his rearing horse crying in pain and rage. 

The two Uhlans had turned and were speeding away. 
Captain Macafee, who was busy with his prisoner, 
wondered until Madame Fleury pointed westward. 
Four of the captain’s Engineers were coming up at a 
gallop. 


The Present Price 
“Underwear? What kind, sir?” inquired the clerk. 
“ An eight-dollar suit,” replied Mr. Lerret. ‘The sort that 
sold, a year ago, for seventy-five cents.” 


Hard Luck 


Howell—The fools aren’t all dead, yet. 
Powell—No, and the worst of it is that most of them aren’t 
even sick. 


Weariness: 4y Walt Mason 
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hr hats and g. Thougl ay, with criminal intent, “Why 
fora moment he is nipped by some aren't you at the front?” They 
ten-cent defeat, the Hun is far know that long since I was placed 
from being whipped—we'll find on the ‘“‘rejected”’ shelves, because 
im hard to beat.” I’m large around the waist—why 
When our brave armies make ad don’t they go themselves? 
vance, I want to celebrate; I want I’m tired of punk, ill-written 
to toot a horn and prance, and my books which tell of gore and bones, 
opinions state And wise old boys and dead men floating in the 
who call me down, and dampen all brooks, and breezes charged with 
my glee, may for their wisdom gain groans. 


I’m tired of all the wise old 
boys who tell what we should do 
when peace succeeds the martial 
noise and Wilhelm’s in the stew. 

I’m tired of seeing Father 


renown, but make no hit with me. 

I’m tired of men who peel thei: 
wad to help the war along, then 
advertise the fact abroad, with 
trumpet and with gong. “‘We dug 











up many hard-earned bones to Prawn by E. Froum Doom the lives of good men 
help to can the Hun,” we hear “J Want to Toor a Horn ann Prance anv snatch, while German princes strut 
them cry, in ringing tones, “and My Oprnions Stati and bloom, and never get a 


see the struggle won. scratch. 





They all will run for Congress soon, and when they Alas, I’m tired of many things, they bore me day 
make campaigns we'll hear of every picayune they dug by day; and if I wrote the list, by jings, that list would 
up from their jeans. load a dray. 

One-way Traffic Hooveresque 
There must be a humorist on the Board of Selectmen of a Green arrived home late from business for dinner, which he 


certain Connecticut village which has erected in its cemetery a was eating alone. His daughter was busy in the kitchen, when 
sign reading: his wife remarked to her: “ Don’t take out the garbage yet, dear. 
“One-way Traftic—Keep to the Right.” Your father isn’t through eating yet.” 





Josh Billings, Jr., on ‘‘Advurtizing’”’ 
By Lewis ALLEN Browne 


Y cuzin Hirum whoze mind is as narow as a sampul human beeings? That wuz sertinly advur- 
razur blaid is thik, sed 2 me the othur day,  tizing. No,” sez I, “the man who dusn’t know enuff 
“Aint it a shaim the way peepul spend monney to advurtize dusn’t know enuff to know how to 
for this hear fool advurtizing?” maik a desent livin. When the birds sing thay 
“It wood be but for 1 im portunt reezon,” I maid are advurtizing, when your darter Sal dresses up 
reaply “and that is that she is advurtizing her charms, 
thear iz no fool advurtizing.” when the flourz blume and 
“U doan’t kno what I the leevs kum out Spring is 
meen,” sez Cuzin Hirum. advurtizing. When U wuz 
“IT kno U R meen enuff a baby U wood have starved 
for annything,” sez I, “but if U didunt advurtize——” 
U R rong a bout advurtiz- “How wuz that?” asked 
ing.” my cuzin in sirprize. 
““Adum and Eav got a “Tf U hadnt yelled when 
long well enuff and they did- U wuz hungry know one wood 
unt advurtize,” sed Cuzin have known U was hungry 


Hirum. and U wood have starved, 
“Onlie B caws thear wuz 





Drawn by Wavter Van Aspa A 7 
whitch unforchewnutly | 


kno newspaperz then,” sez Gv - Tuem Time did not.” 

I. “but even then they advur- I er Helen De Peyser and young Evans are still “T ges U R rite,” sez my 
3 ‘ - engaged. . i 

tized. Doan’t U remember it “ Apparently. They haven’t seen enough of each cuzin, not under standing 


wasn’t long befoar thear was other yet.” my repparty. 
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DIT ORIAL 


Comment Grave and Gay on Things as They Pass 
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Po — . - —_— iN 


aon ey 


fue HEADLINE AND THE So? 


ILLIAM TRAVERS JEROME once sa 


that he cared not who wrote the ongs ¢ 
he nation if he could write the head 
nes He had license so to say, ior the 
newspapers re-elected him as district at 
ney of New York in a famous campaign after he had 
been denied party endorsement and was destitute of 
ganized support 
Carter Harrison the other hand was elected 
\ayor of Chicago without the support of a single news- 
paper. The late Mayor Mitchel of New York was 
le vely defeated for re-election although he had a 


ust preponderance of the newspapers with him, earnest 
and aggressive in his behalf. 

There was a man who earned 
1 good living in a dime museum 


writing—and writing well 


\re we Tt conclude that we 
ild be better penmen if our 
lingers were all toes: 


Was Jerome wrong? Not at 
. . 


all. What he said is even more 
the point today than when he 
rid With conditions norma! 
tne i late vho ca i ict the 
dD I vspaper support 1 
ele before he starts, and the 
ca late no cant iterest the 
¢ papers light a vell 
his breath to cool his pe ge 
Chere are not near! man 4 
( da is there were yes- 1; he 
. " * ie | 
erda who vote the ticket be- 
i e Tathe Lic i d there Ww t 


D y Zim 


+ 


be nearly so many of them to- . . 
be ; U. S. Arm & Hammer Branp 


as there aretoday. More 


and more we form our political opinions because “the 
paper sa ) that is, because the headline says so. 
Ihe headline tells the truth—but not always the 


é h. The headline pierces the candidate with a 
pen point; it photographs him with a phrase. But he 
la on arty on the front page and he buries 
ther party on the inside or omits its arguments 
i ve he 
Personal mud-slinging ji nearly a forgotten art 
Phe partv organ bec yming extinct \\ here survive 
rint political advertisement of the O} position 
vhich must make its founder turn over in his grave. 





1€ not far distant when the newspapers will 
treat the political news just as they treat the other 


new Chey will give all the real contenders a square 


7: hte - 
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deal and meet the arguments of the oppo 
uppressing them but by confuting them. The Jerome 


of that day will want to write the editorial paragrap! 
. 


SIXES AND SEVENS 


OQ doubt Secretary Baker is perfectly sincere is 
considering baseball a non-essential industry, but 
we can't help wondering if he has heard De Wolf 


Hopper recite “Casey at the Bat” lately 


. * * 

‘To him that hath shall be given,” the Bible says 
Thatisa g od enough text for the war taxers only the 
just add the words “in the neck.” 

> * > 


McAdoo revokes all express franks on the ground 
that in times like these whatever 
is worth sending is worth paying 
for. If that rule were literally ay 


r 
to the congressional frank 


i Ls 
zh 


plied 
ing privilege it would relieve the 
mails of a whole lot of the franked 
we don’t think 


* * * 


speeches 

Our ideal of a Napoleonic mil- 
itary genius is a man who can 
retreat and make his wife believe 
it Was strategic. 

Rose Pastor Stokes is wrong 
People aren't forbidden to think 
in America. All we ask is that in 
war time they keep their thinker 
between their teeth. 

* . : 

What the country needs, ac 
cording to Senator Borah, is a 
more expert co-ordination be 
tween the tax makers and the 
Well—maybe 
| 


ired the effi- 


price regulators. 
But we can’t help thinking of the man who 
ciency expert to co-ordinate his filing system and then 
hired back an old out-of-date geezer to find things 


r hen 
hill 


‘“ , . 
Straw votes are an infernal nuisance, of course, but 
if the country keeps on going dry what other use can you 
nake of the straws? 
* * * 

If we were Jim Ham Lewis of Illinois we’d run for 
re-election on our looks instead of our senatorial record. 
* * > 

The Democratic Party believes in letting the people 
rule and devoutly hopes his health won’t break down 
while he’s in the White House. 
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| The Wittiest Thoughts from the Prightest Minds | 
r ye 
a See 
s : Practical Politeness —_—— : 
i VACATIONS AUTOS 
5 wus et 
Waiting—‘ Are you going away for Pessimistic——‘‘Pa, what’s a_ pseu- 
the summer?” “No,” replied Mr. Cum donym?” 
rox. “Somebody’s got to stay home ‘I don’t know, son,” replied the man 
\ load of coal I ordered three months whose car isin the repair shop a great deal of 


igo might drive up to the house any 


day.”’—Washington Star 


Also Saves Money—Scolt—How is 
it you never go away during your sum 
mer vacation? 

Vott—I don’t need to. Most of the 
bores leave town and in their absence I 
have a nice, restful time.—Boston Trans 


Sé ript. 


“What’s in 
husband _ to- 


Summer Resort Note 
the mail from your 
day?” 

‘A couple of needles. He warts me 
to thread ’em and mail ’em back to him. 
Got to do some sewing, he says.” 
Louisville Courier-Journal. 


The Original Summer Man—Sse 
considering vacation)—I wonder who 
started this fad of 
going to the moun 
tains, anyway? 


Hi Moham 


med, I believe. | 
Boston Tran 
script. 


No Escape 





A Substitute—‘“Are you going to 
rusticate this summer, Mrs. Comeup?”’ 

“No, indeed; we can’t afford anything 
that expensive. We’re just going down 
on the farm.”’ - Baltimore American. 


Discord in the Central Powers Quartet 





| i} 


the time,“ but if it’s athingumbob that be 
longs to an automobile, I'll have to buy it 


sooner or later.” —Birmingham A ge-Herald 


Taxis 
| am not fond of taxicabs 
They seem too much to tire one 
But I can tell you anyhow, 
I’d rather own than hire one. 
Detroit Free Press. 


““A New York scissors grinder com 
plains that the authorities won’t let him 
blow his horn.”” “‘ He’d better put his outfit 
in a jitney car. Then he canblow his horn 
as muchas helikes.”’— Kansas City Journal 


Needless Alarm—Dashaway—What 
was that noise? 

Chauffeur—In that mountain 
lage we just passed through a man 


with a gun shot another chap. 
“Gee, that’s a re 
lief!” 
‘*‘Whaddvye 
| mean, sir?” 
| “WhenTheardthe 
explosion I thought 
we had bursted 
tire.”’ }oungstown 


7% legs 1m 








“Been making a 
cruise in a house 
boat ,eh? That’s 
a good way to 
avoid agents, 
peddlers and the 
like.” 

“IT thought so, 
too. But the second 
day of our trip we 
were hailed by a 
man in a skiff who 
was taking orders 


Ng \-—% 


OILa 


for a patent Can- erste Viotist Witnetm—/Vat hoor tk toch! Spelen ze nog wel gi 
opener. Birming- Fir t Vi lini t Wilhelm W hat’ the matter? Can't u foll wil 
ham Age-Herald. imsterdam). 





Of Course—*“ A 
man’s bootmarks 


on the roadway are 


called footprints, 
aren't they?” 
“Ves 
“Well, what 


would you call the 
marks of a motor- 
car?” 
‘*On, 
graphs, of course.” 
London Tit-Bits. 


ntinued on Third 


Page Following 
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De Amsterdammer (C 








, “oS aes 


aa 


* 








=. ae ee 


roe Fara 


——— Nr 








brawn by Orson Lowrett 


WS, 
aN SS WN 


“VYuria, Yot 


SHOULD CoME 


» anne 


: 


“ti 


he y ‘li i" 


i 


i 
' 


planer Leng! 


ie 
Ps 
} 


KvVICK UND DER GOMIGAL 





iy 


Ry ea 


pan 


) 
tea | 
tPeane 


eh He tt tits5 


- 


) 
i 








Dir!” 


Mit LAFFING 


You VILL 


Iss. 


\SHORE 





\V ASHED 








==" Cre 


—— wr. 





More Dope for the German Public 





Her e that will get funnier ever 
it not quite the way they meant 
{ r Pershing Madame, another « 


ye! I if ari f assistance has arri 
Daw Fray P {)} 9 superbe! Mav | or ler 
mmodations for them? 


Genera Pershine—Yes. tw roon r 


Ju nd Vu 
R ad aie - oe << 
BUSINESS 
That Made Him Worse—‘ I’m sick 
d tired running after you with this 
ry walking, old chap.”-—B 
qT) pt 


How It's Done—‘ What shall I do 
th that stock of wooden pie-plates? 
We haven't had a call for them in years.”’ 
That’s easy We'll just make the 
people buy 50 cents’ worth of those things 
before we'll sell them the sugar and flour 
thev have to have “ Detroit Free Pre 


A Pair of "Em—<A running mate for 
etious gentleman of the garage who 


( 


posts a sign out in front, “The Air Is 
Free,”’ has been found out North Wood- 
vard avenue in the person of the druggist 
who has on his window: “Stamps Still at 
Cost.” —Detroit News. 








om ™ 


TH Ik SEX. | 


a Ne le 


Perhaps Somebody Twisted His 
Neck All the Way Round—J. L. Z. 
brings forth a query: “What,” he 
asks, “has become of the old-fashioned 
man who used to twist his neck and 
rubber every time he saw a girl with a 
dab of paint on her cheeks?’’—Detroit 
News 


Her Character What sort of a char 
acter is Mrs Chatty > 
‘The sort that doesn’t leave other 


per ple any Baltimore American 


In Deep Water—/ack’s Uncle (coming 
up on piazza)—What do you suppose? 
Jack has just rescued that 
Mrs. Wiles, from the surf 

His Aunt Phere 

1] 


voung widow, 


| expect d some 


thing like that would happen. Now we'll 
have to rescue Ja k Boston Transcript. 
His Guess Is our client beautiful? 
‘I guess you'd call her beautiful as a 
point ol law Still, she’s ho chicken 
Better pick out a j iry of near-sighted 
men.’’-—.St. Louis Globe-Democrat 
Mutual Compliment-—JJ/rs 1 


You were such a charming debutante, my 
dear, fifteen years ago 

Wiss B—Was I? lLonly remember you 
made such a lovely chaperon for me when 


[ came out B m Transe riplt 


BAD BREAKS 


In the Hurly-Burly— Actor— Well, 
Hodge how is your daughter getting on 
in London? 

Old Hodge hank ‘ee, sir She’s all 
right so far—but with these air-raids on, 
she never knows but wot next minute 
she may be hurled into maternity.— 


London Opinion 


The Tripping Tongue—WMrs. Blank 
visiting)—Really, Henry and I meant 
to call long before this, but somehow we 
kept putting off the evil day.— Boston 
Trans ript 


Some Smile—* Lady Honoria entered 
the room, a sweet, if rather set, SMILE 
upon her handsome FicuRE.”’—Sir Rider 
Haggard in * Beatrice.’ 


A Lot for the Money—* Rheuma- 
tism, gout, lumbago, constipation, bilious- 
ness, neuralgia, bad skin, GUARANTEED.” 

{dvertisement in London Times 


More Hun Talk—* Von Kuehlmannin 
the Reik hstag said The idea of a 
victory for the Entente is a 9-2 St. Na- 
they, 5-4 Galley Law, 6-1 Ragman.” 
Newcastle (England) Evening Chronicle. 


Mountains of Water—‘In front of 
him spread the great hills of the north 
sea.’’—London Answers. 


More Americans 














High Cost of Absent-Mindedness 


**Here’s a fine mess! When you left Par 

ree wecks ago you left the electric lights or 
n the parlor and the curtains not drawn 
monses to court, 
for second offense—$s500 fine 
hree months in prison.”—L’/ 
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Only Thing He Wouldn't Take 
Suburbs—I heard that your last servant 
was a regular thief. 

Hubbubs—Well, I wouldn’t use so 
harsh a word, but I will say that the 
only thing we could leave around him 
with any safety was a bath.—IJndianap- 
olis Star. 


Why Not?—A plumber and a painter 
were working in the same house. ‘The 
painter arrived late and the plumber said 
tohim. ~ 

“You're late this morning.” 

“Yes,” said the painter, “I had to 
stop and have my hair cut.” 

“You didn’t do it on your employer’s 
time, did you?”’ said the plumber. 

“Sure, I did,”’ said the painter; “it 
grew on his time.’ —Everybody’s Maga- 
cine. 


Coming and ‘Going—He—Maria, 
it may be that we will have to pay atax 
on the cook. 

She—Which one?—Baltimore Ameri- 
can. 

Caught in a Trap—‘‘Fancy your 
maid threatening to go and make muni- 
tions unless you raised her wages! Of 
course you held out?” 

“My dear, how could I? She sprang 
it on me when I was only half dressed!” 
—London Opinion. 








BOOBS 

Not Free—‘Is this a free transla 

tion?” asked the customer in a_ book 
Store 

‘No, sir,” replied the clerk, “it will 

cost you a dollar hity Boston Trans 
cript. 


Grown Moldy—He—l flatter myself 
that I have a well-stored mind 

She—Do you ever take it out of stor 
age?— Pearson's Weekly. 


His Device—‘I didn’t want the gir 
I loved to be influenced by a knowledgs 
of my circumstances, so I took a sure 
way of testing her affection.”” ‘What 
was that?” “I wrote her an anonymous 
letter asking her to marry me.’’—Balti 


more American. 


Rough on Him—‘This daylight 
saving scheme is rough on the bashful 
voung fellow who goes courting.” 

** How so!” 

““He hasn’t the nerve to drop around 
until it gets dark, and then it’s time to 
go home.”’—Louisville Courier-Journal 


Character as Revealed in the War Garden 




















By Their Scare-Crows Ye Shall Know Them—London Opinion. 
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The Clothing Shortage in Germany 
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FARMING | 


Enough of Them—‘I see they are 
going to put conscientious objectors to 
work on the farms.” 

“Gee whiz,” replied the old farmer, 
“we've had enough of that sort of help 
hanging around our farms already.”’ 
Detroit Free Press. 


Deceitful Biddies—Fogg is rather 
disgusted with poultry farming. He 
says that when he left home yesterday 
morning forty of his hens were bragging 
about what they were going to do; but 
on his return he found that only eight had 
laid —the rest of the bunch had simply 
lied.—Boston Transcript. 


Farming in Dakota—‘ Speaking of 
farming,” said the visitor from the West, 
““we have some farms out in Dakota that 
are quite sizable. I’ve seen a man on one 
of our big farms start out in the spring 
and plow a straight furrow till fall. Ther 
he harvested back.” 

“Wonderful!” said the listener 

“On our Dakota farms,’ he went on, 
“it is the usual thing to send young 
married couples out to milk the cows 
Their children return with the milk.”’ 
Boston Transcript. 


Places for Scrapping—‘“Why do 
they call ‘em war gardens?” “Because 
a man and his wife will find so much 
to quarrel about in one.”—Buffalo Ex- 


press. 


Hand Work—Farmer (after the pa- 
triot has milked his first cow)—Well, 
friend, you’ve learned something you 
never knew before, hey? 

City Chap — Verily, brother! I've 
just learned that the person who says 
a cow gives milk is a_ liar!—Buffalo 


Express. 


The Milk Question—First Farmer- 
ette—W hat’s the matter? 

Second Farmerette—Do you milk a cow 
on the farmer’s side or the consumer’s 
side?—New York Sun. 


TOMMIES 


4 Mistake —/ommy -Alkins Ere, |] 


sa\ orderly, I've Zot pai all over me an’ 
all I’m gettin’ is two or three little tablets 
a day. 

Orderly—That’s all right, my man; the 


medical oflicer is treating you for gastritis. 
Jommy—Gastritis! I bloomin’ well 

knew something was wrong. Why, I 

ain’t been gassed.— Boston Transcript. 


A Reminder— Bi//— This blinkin’ sea’s 
orful! 

‘Arry—Oh, I dunno. It’s nice tosee froth 
on something these days!—London Punch. 





War Sharpened His Wits-“/ ommy 
just off train, with considerable luggage) 

Cabby, how much is it for me to 
Latchford? 

Cabby—Two shillings, sir. 

Tommy—How much for my luggage? 

Cabby—Free, sir. 

Tommy—Take the luggage—I’ll walk. 

Boston Transcript. 


Smarty !— Fusilier (to inquisitive Scots- 
woman who is pointing to badge on his 
cap)—Don’t you know what that is, 
mum? Why, that’s a turnip, o’ course. 

Scotswoman—Ah wasna axin’ aboot yer 
heid!—Cassell’s Saturday Journal. 


Signs of It—Zommy (who has been 
wounded for the fourth time)—I know 
what it means, mate; them Huns don’t 
want me in this war!—London Opinion. 


Getting Played Out? 
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| The Orchestra || 
plays Daily | 


| from 12.30 to 9.30 o 
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The Oficer—| say, don’t they ever get a day off? 


The Waitress—Well, sir, 1 think most of them ’ave ’ad their day!—Passing Show. 





Unwept, Unhonored, and Unsung 
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ABSENT-MINDED 
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Brutality—“ The professor is absent- 
minded. Why don’t you tell him that he 
is walking around in a revolving door?”’ 

“Let him walk around for a half-hour. 
He needs exercise.” —Louisville Courier- 
Journal. 


His Delusion—Prof. X is as absent- 
minded as they make ’em. He and his 
wife were going to the theater, and as the 
time approached she said, “I don’t like 
that tie you have on, dear. I wish you 
would go up and put on another.” 

The professor, his mind busy with 
some problem of the day, started off 
upstairs. Ten minutes later when he 
failed to appear his wife went in search of 
him. She found him in his room, un- 
dressed and just getting into bed. The 
act of taking off his tie had caused him, 
in his absent-mindedness, to think he 
was retiring for the night.—Detroit Free 
Press. 


His Limp—tThe professor was walking 
down the street when accidentally he al- 
lowed one foot to drop in the dry gutter. 
Thinking deeply on some obscure subject, 
he unconsciously continued walking with 


he Kaiser’s Credit at Last! 


one foot on the sidewalk and the other in 
the gutter. A friend, seeing him, stopped 
and said: 

Good morning, professor. How are 
you feeling this morning?’ 

“Well,” said the professor, “when I 
left home this morning I was feeling quite 
all right, but during the last few minutes 
I notice I have a limp in my left leg.”— 
London Tit-Bits. 


Patriotism Not Involved 





“ Monsieur peut le manger sans hésitation, 
puisque ce n’est pas jour sans viande.”’ 

“You can eat it without hesitation, sir; 
this isn’t meatless day.”—Le Péle-Méle 
(Paris). 


—Bystander (London). 








JUST KIDS 


ea NR 








Not the Answer Expected—The 


school examiner was putting the children 
through their paces. His immediate sub- 
ject was geography. Standing in the mid- 
dle of the platform, he said: “We will 
suppose that this whole school is com- 
posed of water and I am an island—now 
what island would I represent?” 

“The Isle of Man,” came a quick reply. 

Then, calling the bright pupil to his 
side, he asked again, “Now suppose we 
both stood together like this, what islands 
would we represent?”’ 

“The Scilly Islands, sir,” came the 
answer in a loud tone.—Boston Tran- 
script. 


Sabbath Observance— Marion, aged 
five, in a room alone, was suspiciously 
quiet one Sunday morning. Her mother 
called, “What are you doing, Marion?” 

“Just playing, mamma,” she answered. 

Her mother, who belongs to the old- 
fashioned school, said, ‘Don’t you know 
it is wrong to play on Sunday?” 

Quick as a flash from the modern five- 
year-old came: “But, mamma, I’m 
playing it’s Tuesday.”—Harper’s Maga- 
zine. 
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Maximum’s the Word: 





By 


Lawton Mackall 





blers 


Berbers, or 





Tubers, 





sis IVE hundred per- 
former ; count 
: 
boa tne 
inager ot the } 





, 
et ioose T 
; led “] ‘ 
l € caliea very 
9 Only tw perform- 
( int em, Ssavs tne 


‘nder Orders.” 


Which is the more 


remark- 





or Yonkers, or some such 
tribe—leaped and_ whirled 
like grains of corn in a 


popper, with highly kaleido- 
scopic results. 

A vast vista of the Cha- 
teau-Thierry landscape in 


summer was also pleasing, 
as was the lively roller- 
skating scene—the latter be- 
j ! ing distinguished from the 
ordinary rink riot by par- 


ticularly quaint costumes and 
a pretty color scheme. A 














grand lampshade exhibition, 














idk torm the attention 
é weight of numbers 
ind maintain the initiative 
[ continually throwing in 
nforcements, or by bold 
genuity to hold an audience 
at bav a la Horatius at the 
Bridge? The latter is more of a feat, but overwhelming 
erical superiority insures success. 
If 1 don’t happen to like something in “Every- 
ry.’ don’t worry: there are usually about three 


ired and forty-seven other things to look at instead. 
a certain clown rather childish, turn your 


head a couple of degrees and behold the feminine 
contingent: some of these appear adequately sophisti- 
cated. If De Wolf Hopper’s quips seem to you to 


resilience, bear in mind that early in the first act, 
pretending to be an animal trainer, an 
How could he, 
is crushing experience with the zoological 
team roller, be expected to be , Also, he is 
pped acoustically: 

j 


sound 


hant sank down warily upon him. 
frech from thi 
Witty 


like 


( ild f ns mors 
mots when bellowed 
therefore, 


that the show this year has 


Be content, 
e beauty than usual. It 
risk kick-off in 
Russian 


Bailet, upon a ruggish green- 


I 
e of the 


iard—one of those barefoot 
tell a pretty 


Unfortun ately, I 


1or- 


p k at the program 
eT ips MV attention was 
icted) and therefore | 

: ever, never know what 
the tall lad) the black 


veiling and the blond sylphs 
white were dancing about; 


but | 


Interpretative dancing is 


liked the way they did 


even if it does 
an interpreter. 

The nymphs had 
er finished frisking than their 
rreensward was taken over 
circus and a big tent 
and ill 
A large 
of gaily-garbed 


require 


no soone- 


tched upon it 


Hickde 


ym convoked. 





Martha Mansfield, of the “F 
tum- photographer’ 


where girls impersonated 
every conceivable type of 
electric fixture and glowed like lightning bugs, was more 
in the spirit of art as it is practised in the department 
stores. 

The fact that this is war time apparently makes it 
necessary for DeWolf Hopper to end up as Uncle Sam. 
If Marie Dressler were in the show she would no doubt 
finish off as Columbia. President Wilson is represented 
a scant three times: once he is scraped on a piece of 
glass by Bert Levy, the cartoon-while-you-wait won- 
der; once, in the Hall of History, he takes precedence 
over assorted celebrities, such as Joan of Arc, Wellington 
and Pocahontas. Once, on the beach at Atlantic City, 
he provides a finale for a lightning change impersonator. 
And yet there are people who wonder why the President 

has not time to attend to 
more things! 

$y the way, speaking of 
lightning wig artists, it is 
disconcerting to that 
Generals Grant and Lee have 
been frozen out of the regula- 
tion series; if, to make room 
for Foch and Pershing, the 
old list has to be cut, couldn’t 
the impersonator, for the 
sake of preserving cherished 
tradition, at least give us one 
combined number entitled: 
**General Lee, smoking Gen- 
eral Grant’s cigar’? 

Something of this craft of 
contrasted impersonations is 
practised by the two hard- 
working players who bear the 
whole burden of “‘ Under Or- 
ders.”” Effie Shannon has to 
be a mother and a twin- 
sister; Shelley Hull has to be 
hero and a Hun. 

“Everything” is as effective 
as a fifty-thousand-bulb elec- 
tric sign; “Under Orders,”’ as 
effective as a single candle 
set in the window. 


note 











fa {f that he has been in trumental in closing 
a big bu Siness dea E. 

Brackett: When you left the office this 
afternoon, you forgot something, Henry. 

Henry: Yes, sir. My rubbers. 

Brackett: No, $4,000—your commis- 
sion. Thought I’d bring it down to you, 
just to add to the gaiety of the occasion. 

Henry: This money is mine, sir? But 
we have parted, sir—my resignation 

Brackett: Your what? 

Henry (incredulous): I didn’t resign? 
S$RACKETT: Sure, you didn’t resign! 


“Sue WALKED IN Her SLEEP.” 


This practical choker is endeavoring to 
persuade a perfect lady to save the hero's 
reputation by posing as the mysterious 
woman in the case. 

Mamie (between glugs): No, doctor! I 
won't never consent to somnamble ina... 
an’ that’s all! 


Two glimpses from 









































, 


Truth is stranger than 
fiction—es pecially in farce. 

Mrs. Bruce: Have you 
heard the husbands’ latest 
alibi? ““The girl was walk- 
ing in her sleep.”” They’re 
all using it! 





George Nash, appraising finger- 
prints with heavy sagacity while 
“Blue Pearl-ing.” 
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1 Clean "Em Up 
. . 


id Company, Jeffers n Barracks, 
Louis, Me 


there is such a great short- 


age of soap in Germany, don’t 


Drawn by Mac E. Cranwe, 2 
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A Choyce Bit 


By Laevrenant A. Newsenny Cnuorce, Leicestershire Regiment, 
British Army 


EFORE the war, he was a specialist in the 

study of English at one of England’s 
leading universities, and after being wounded 
in France last year while leading his men “over 
the top,” 
lecturing mission. 

One night he spoke in an out of the way village 
of Wyoming, a hundred miles from the railway, 
to a delighted audience. 

He noticed a little girl about fourteen years 
old, sitting open-mouthed on the front row 
during the whole of his two-hour speech. Later, 
she came with the others to shake hands. 

“Lieutenant,” she said with a shy smile, “I 
could listen to you all night. I do love to hear 
you speak your broken English.” 


he came to the States on a special 


Heard with His Eyes 
By Rov D. France, U. 8. 8. Nahma 
Officer of Night W atch (to Lookout )—Say, Look- 
out! 
Lookout Sir? 
Officer—Keep your eye open for a whistle. 


Very Simple 
By Luoyp G. Hares, U. 8. Naval Radio Service 

Scene: Wireless room aboard a naval vessel. 

First Mate (to operator at desk)—What are 
you doing with that bottle? 

Operator— Making a little extra money, sir. 

First Mate—I don’t understand. 

Operator—Quite simple; collecting ether waves 
for the pharmacist’s mate! 
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This Week’s $5 Prize Winner 
Himself at Last 
By Pvr. George L. Scuwarrz, 2§th Hecevy Artillery, 
Ft. Tilden, N. } 
SOUAD of rookies were shooting at a target 
A hut ? "Ne emed t 4 ut urat fn ugh to hit 
. / -* ” oh an an? “ > ls ; * a ne ’ A* 4 
a r , "ye ” ’ r r 
he target. His first sh a ” nd turnin 
Private Jones, he said 
That is th ay YoU s/ 
Hi nd sh as ¢ 2” ” urnir 
Private Brown, | aid 
“And that is th ay You si 
His thir , Was a Ou Turnis 4 
wo men, he sa 
“And that } ay I si 











What is the Range? 


By Private Jonun L. Eveanxs, San. Squad. 2, San. Train, 
Camp Shelby, iss 


Buck (to Supply Sergeant on being issued a 
hand ax)—Say, Serg., is that the only weapon 
we gonna get? 

Serg.—Sure. 

Buck—-Well, can you beat that! 
they gonna send us to the ax range for skirmishes. 
Well, I'd certainly like to see how they manage 
an ax range! 

Serg. (gallantly)—Allow me to be the first to 
show you. 

(He leads the astonished buck to the woodpile.) 

That, my boy, is the ax range. Now you 
skirmish here for two hours. 


Now I guess 


Artificial Weather 





























Drawn by Pvt. Mict Gross, Co. F., 64th Infantry, A. E. F 
Captain Groucho—Well, I don’t suppose we can 
take ‘em out to drill in this sort of weather at that! 














y soldiers and sailors and accepted 
week $5 1s awarded for the best original joke received 


Beaned by the Beaner 





Drawn by H. N. Bercnorre, U. S. N 
Al W hat is the matter, Tex? 





beans were rotten! 


Wasted Effort 

By Patvate Leroy Sexton, Battery F, 59th ALR.C.A.C., A.B F 

YANKEE having just arrived at a new 

camp near the front in France, set out 
‘see the town” and get a “feed.”” After a few 
hours’ walking and many attempts to make 
someone understand that he was hungry, he« 
returned to camp tired and disgusted. A sign 
“Canteen” at the edge of the camp caught his 
eye and he decided to make one dying effort to 
make someone “get him.” 

He entered and walked to the counter with a 
hesitating step. Seeing bread and meat on the 
shelf he pointed to them and started a series of 
motions with his hands, clapping them together 
The young lady attendant watched him with a 
surprised and puzzled look for a few minutes, 
and finally said with a laugh: 

“Oh, I guess it is a ham sandwich you want.” 

She was an American Red Cross Girl. 


‘ 


Sudden Glory 

By Avourn Sitzan, Co. D, 20th Inf., Camp Funston, Kansas 

A company of infantry sent their laundry to the 
camp laundry and when it was returned, through 
an error, the first sergeant’s shirt was put in a 
young Jewish recruit’s bundle. Upon opening it, 
the recruit exclaimed: 

“Look, look, the laundry has made me a top 
sergeant! ” 


Military Force of Habit 


By Patvate A. Newman, [1th Aero (Service) Squadron, ( 
strom Field, Arcadia, Fla 


He held her tightly in his khaki-clad arms till 
she wondered at his silence and gently murmured 

“Do you love me, my hero?” 

“Yes,” he sighed. 

“Yes, what?” she softly queried. 

“Yes, sir.” And then he knew his foot had 
slipped! 
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Jones on Review 


warp Drerz, 2nd Class Seaman, ( 19, Unit X, Nava 
Operating Base, Hampton Roads, Va 


NX )W Seaman Jones was noted for stupidity, 

7 He never could go through the Navy drill. 
adn’t mastered that supreme rigidity 

Which gives the sidewalk audience its thrill. 


So nightly when they’d bungalowed the com- 
pany 
Young Seaman Jenkins would step up to 
Jones 
(nd, so that his battalion wouldn’t slump any 


He’d talk to him in these commanding 


tones: 


le right—guide right—elbows on your hips! 
hody on the jump and woe to him who slips! 
guns square on your shoulder, and your spine 
as stiff as starch 
Vhen you're riding on the grinder and the Ensign 
bellows “ March!” 


So Jones obeyed what Jenkins said, religiously; 
He learned to “port,” to “order” and to 
“slope.” 
He practised on his manual prodigiously 
Until he’d mastered all the drilling dope. 
So now when feet to Jones’ left are stuttering 
While “passing” is the order of the day, 
f you hop into the ranks you'll hear him mutter- 
ing, 
\nd these are just the words that Jones will 
say: 


suide right—guide right—elbows on your hips. 

rybody on the jump and woe to him who slips, 
eun square on your shoulder, and your spine 
1S stiff as starch 


When you’re riding on the grinder and the Ensign 


bellows “March!” 


A Tourist Abroad 
By Pvr. S. A. Reperro, 305 Field Hospital, 302 San. Train, 
1.E.F 

I've learnt a great many things about myself 
I came over that I never knew before; for 
tance, I know that I can live without eating 
yurs and hours, can march for three days 
three nights with practically no sleep, and 
leep on anything that can hold my weight. 
ive already tried sleeping on the ground, in 
stables, woodsheds with wood on the 
cattle barns that had just been evacuated, 
1 mud holes with nice soft mud. But the 
t of all are the troop trains. They are the 


regular French freight cars about half the size 


‘our American ones and they are marked 
id either forty men or eight horses, and we 
imes have to ride on them for three or four 
ind nights. Sometimes we get a train of 
that have just transported another divi- 
and strike a car that had eight horses in it 
us, and when we finally get to our desti- 

we don’t remind anyone of a popular 
triumery, but rather of Bill’s crowd from the 


Squadron’s stable. 
































OCCASIONALLY HE HAD TO FACE 
PUNISHMENT FOR TARDINESS 
BECAUSE HE WAS KEPT AT THE 
WORK BENCH UNTIL THE LAST 
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worth the price paid for them. 
Stamping the price on every pair of shoes 
as a protection against high prices and 
unreasonable profits is only one example 
of the constant endeavor of W. L. Douglas 
to protect his customers. W. L. Douglas 
name on shoes is his pledge that they 
are the best in materials, workmanship 
and style possible to produce at the 
price. Into every pair go the results of 
sixty-six yoars experience in making 
shoes, dating back to the time when 


Wy 





HOLDS ITS SHAPE the World 
wen] $3.50 $4.00 $450°S 500 $G00 $700 @ $B00 | 3388 


Youll never need to ask “ What is the price?” when the shoe sales- 
man is showing you W. L. Douglas shoes because the actual value is 
determined and the retail price fixed at the factory before W.L. Douglas 
name and the retail price is stamped 
price is W. L. Douglas personal guarantee that the shoes are always 


W. L. Douglas was a lad of seven, peg- 


ging shoes. 


CAUTION—Before you buy be sure W. L. Douglas name and the 
ped on the bottom and the inside top facing. 
If the stamped price has been mutilated, BEWARE OF FRAUD. 


sale by 105 W. L. Douglas stores and over 9000 
. L. Douglas dealers, or can be ordered direct from 


.. President W. L. DOUGLAS 
rd SHOE COMPANY. 
L. Douglas by mail, Send for booklet telling 145 SPARK STREET. 
to le 


retail price is stam 
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It Can’t Be Done 
By Private H. Mason, 180th Aero Squadror 
An aviation recruit is choking violently. 
Officer—What’s the matter with him? Sick? 
Recruit (finding utterance)—No, sir; but I 
can’t chaw terbaccer an’ watch these ’ere airy- 
planes, too! 


That’s What Appealed to Him 
By Parvate O. E. Howeir, LLLL Inspector, Hoquiam, Wash- 


ington 
The veteran Tommy was leading the Yankee 


novice across No-Man’s Land. Upon encounter- 


ing severe fire, the Tommy took to cover, much 
to the eager Yankee’s disappointment. 

“Darn it, man,” he stormed, as the excited 
cheers of his comrades could be heard, “think 
what we’re missing lying here!” 

“Yes,” the Tommy retorted complacently, 
“hand just you think what’s a-missin’ hus, too.” 


order shoes through the mail, postage free 
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on the bottom. The stamped 


T™ quality of W. L. Douglas product is 
guaranteed by more than 40 years expe- 
rience in making fine shoes. The smart styles 
are the leaders in the fashion centres of 
America. They are made in a well-equipped 
factory at Brockton, Mass., by the highest 
paid, skilled shoemakers, under the direction 
and supervision of experienced men, all 
working with an honest determination to 
make the best shoes for the price that money 
can buy. The retail prices are the same 
everywhere. They cost no more in San 
Francisco than they do in New York. 


BROCKTON - - MASS, 





Plane Talk 
By J. D. McMaster, U.S. Naval Air Station, Miami, Fla 
It’s nice to drive an aeroplane, 
Way up there in the blue. 
It’s nicer yet to land again 
(It’s quite the thing to do). 


Too Swift a Pace 
By Private P. L. Bans, Aviation Service, U. S. A 

A few weeks ago two young soldiers were 
moving to a camp near Washington. 

“Well,” said one, “when I get my first time 
off, I am going right up to the White House and 
call on the President.” 

“Tf you do, I'll take your picture as you go 
in,”’ said another. 

“No, take it as I come out.” 

“T couldn’t do that,” answered the second 
soldier, ‘my kodak doesn’t work so fast.”’ 
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COHAN & HARRIS PRESENT 


THREE FACES EAST 


A Play of the Secret Service by Anthony & Paul Kelly 
With a notab luding Emmett Corrigan & Vielet Heming 
B' way and 50th Street 


WINTER GARDEN Evenings at 8 
THE PASSING SHOW OF 1918 t= th 


Tues. — 
Maxine Elliott’s {iwi tke = 2 % 
ALLEGIANCE 


A s T oO Broadway que, 45th Street. Evenings 


8:1 
- ednesday and Saturday 2:15 
Mr. & Mrs. 


SIDNEY DREW " Keep Her - Smilin ng 
BOOTH 45th W. of B'way. i'd 22.85 


Watch Your Neighbor 


The Gentle Art of Self-Spoofing 


le cast inc 




















Drawn by R. B. Fuiier 
The Power of Imagination 





Openings and Survivals 
Vest-Pocket (or Vanity Bag) Guide to 


the New York Theaters 
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ALLEGIANCE—Maxine Elliott. 


man-Americans leave home. 

Brue Peart, Tue—Longacre. A jewel 
and a hubby are stolen, the latter being 
the lesser gem. 

Crops AND Croppers—Belmont. 
screamy side of war work. 

DousLe Exposure—Bijou. A Yogi intro- 
duces two young couples to their astral 


Why Ger- 


The 


bodies. 

EVERYTHING—H ip podrome 
ment by the acre. 

Fippters THREE 
tique Italian legend 
operetta. 

Foiues oF 1918—New Amsterdam. Mtr. 
Ziegfeld’s summer beauty convention, 
soon to depart with the straw hats. 

FrienpLY Enemies—Hudson. Dialect 
battle wherein the kaiser is worsted. 

Goinc Up—Liberty. Beginner’s luck 
aviation and love. 

Heap Over Heets—Geo. M. Cohan. 
Mitzi comes in through the transom. 
He Dipn’t Want to Do It—Broadhurst. 
FE merald-filching farce, heightened by 

music. 

Keep Her Smitinc—Astor. 
little spendthrift in your home? 
ney Drew one, all right. 

Ligutnin’—Garety. Frank 
Nevada Rip Van Winkle. 

Maytime—Lyric. Revealed 
as the season of love. 

MipnicuTt Frouic Grove. 
Young women’s canteen service for the 
Watchers of the Night. 

Mipnicgut Revue—Century Up- 
stairs extravaganza. 

Mr. Barnum—Criterion. Tom Wise has 
the character of the famous showman 
stretched to fit him. 


Entertain- 


Genuine an- 
restored as an 


Cort. 


Have you a 


Sid- 
[acon as a 
exclusively) 


Cocoanut 


Grove. 


Passinc SHow oF 1918—W inter Garden. 
With a chorus unlike that of an ora- 
torio. 

Penrop—Globe. Young America. 

San Car_o Opera Co.—Shuberi. Busy 


repertory. 


Sue Wackep 1n Her Steer—Playhouse. 


A rare bird comes in through the win- 
dow. 

SinBap—Century. | Jolsonese jollifica- 
tion. 


SoMEONE IN THE House—K nickerbocker. 
First diamond robbery of the season. 

Turee Faces East—Cohan & Harris. 
Creepy with spies. 

Ticer Rose—Manhattan. 
worth taming. 

Unper Orpers—Eltinge. 
and Efe Shannon play a 
twosome. 

Very Goop Younc Man, A—Plymouth. 
Wallace Eddinger “breaks out.” 


She’s wild, but 


Shelley Hull 


dramatic 


JUDGE 


| Watcu Your Neicuspor—Booth. Funn: 

spy play, the humor of which is inten 
tional. 

Wuere Poppies BLoom—Republic. Cor 
siderable rumpus in a ruined chatea 

Wuy Worry’—Harris. Slight play sul 
sisting on bright lines. 

WoMAN ON THE INDEX, 
It takes an astute 
number. 


THe—48th Stree 
sleuth to get he: 


Ohm, Sweet Ohm 
The Clever Guy—What do electrical current 
grow on? 
His Match—Power plants, of course. 


Nice Feeling 
Pessimist—Do you believe in love? 
Optimist—Yes. I’m always at the age where 
I believe anything. 


But, Really, Is It? 
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Another Non-essential Industry 





UDGE was one of the three 
most popular publications in the 
camps in a list including all the 

leading magazines. 

“The happy medium,” Judge, furnishes 
welcome relaxation for war-strung nerves. 

Stick a Ic stamp on the cover of this issue, 
according to Postmaster Burleson’s advice, 
and drop in the mail; the Government will send 
it to soldiers or sailors at the front. Do this 
every week, and you'll make life that much 
cheerier for the men in camp and “over there.” 

Or send us a dollar and a soldier’s or | 
sailor’s name and address —either at camp 
or at the front — and we’ll send him the next 
13 issues. Address 


Judge, 225 Fifth Avenue, New York City | 
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Sammy gets his comfy 


The Compassionate Hippo 


, By Cyrit B. Ecan 
lart a ju 


H, never start a fuss, 
O With a Hippopotamus 
Or you'll find very shortly—give him cause— 
That the Hippo’s not a Cuss 
Who will arbitrate a Muss 
When hankering to exercise his jaws. 


Once while hunting on the Niger 
For a tiny, tawny tiger, 
\s a pet for my darling Molly Carr, 
I espied in a wady 
In a puddle, cool and shady 
\ Hipp with his Hippopota—Ma. 


They were lapping up the water 
With a noise they hadn’t oughta, 
In defiance of all Table Etiquette 








“DOING HER BIT” 


perhaps reminds you of a 
similar experience you have 
had while rhythmic strains 
of music filled the air. 

Just as it appeared on the 
cover of a recent issue of 
JUDGE, this picture has 
been reproduced, in full colors, 
and mounted ona heavy mat, 
11 x 14, ready for framing. 

We will send it, postage 
free, for twenty-five cents 

: cash or stamps. 
— JUDGE, Art Print Dept. 


DOING HER BIT 225 Filth Avenue, New York City 
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the middle of the hot spell 


So I took my riding whip-Oh! 
And I nudged the Baby Hippo 
Lest he his Manners Potative forget. 


Oh My! but it was rummy 
To see the way his Tummy 

Quivered with emotion in the breeze: 
But when he showed his Molars— 
Ah! then began my Dolors, 

And I sought a safe asylum in the trees. 


Through the tangled jungle’s mazes 
With the “movie” speed that dazes, 
A virgin trail I blazed and fled afar— 
But the little Hippo caught me; 
In his cruel jaws he brought me 
To his faithful, hungry Hippopota—Ma. 


“Oh, Ma, let’s to our Muttons! 
‘“*See—all food except the Buttons! 
““Oh Ma, I’ve brought a lovely, luscious feast!” 
But his Hippopotamamma 
Set a Yama—Yama 
That would rend the heart and soui of man or beast 
And a tear stood in her optic, 
And in speech that would be Coptic 
To a Novice at the Lingo of the Wild, 
She cried: ‘Oh, darling Potty! 
“Drop the gent, or I'll go Dotty 
“What if he be some other mother’s child?” 


So the little Hipp relenting, 
Paused at first—then gently denting 
My vermiform appendix—let me go: 
And now whene’er I travel, 
I no longer stop to Cavil 
At the Messy Manners Hippobabies show. 


Professional Solicitude 


An item in the bill of Mr. Great Guns, the 


eminent lawyer: 
Sept. 6th. Dreamed about your case. $50.00. 
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or complete 
satisfaction get 
the Boston Garter. 


see ata glance 

that quality is 
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the Boston Garter. 
GEORGE FROST CO. Makers, BOSTON 



































Says Earle E. Wurme: 


By A. Watter Uttinc 


MAN who itches to spend half an 
hour fighting wouldn’t spend five 
minutes helping his other half. 

When I’d sold two yarns I felt like a 
second-story man until the third was 
accepted. 

Pretty girls don’t have to be told they 
are. 

I have a most eccentric friend: he ad- 
mits other men have colds sometimes. 

Some music lovers don’t sound so. 

We cherish old jokes. That’s why we 
let °em wear new clothes. 

If you can’t, you want to. 

Some turn their heads to see; 
not to. 

Golfers and lovers like to make a near 
approach. 

I’d rather get a letter than write one. 

A girl who knows it, never “noes”’ it. 


4 


others 


Our second thoughts are usually some 
one else’s first. 
We don’t burn our candles at both 


ends nowadays. 

A woman will criticize the morals of a 
magazine, and buy it “so as to have it 
around as evidence in case any one ever 
says anything about it.”’ 

Temperament is often temper. 

If I wasn’t what I am I'd like to be 
what I am. 

To me I’m worth what I get, but am I 
to the boss? 

Our light bills are never light. 

When the children are coming, the 
youngest is always called The Last. 

If I had to choose between beating 
rugs and pushing a lawn mower I'd play 
golf. 
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All Worsted Serge Pants 


Made To Order 


Ask local tailors to make « pair of fine 
blue serge pants for less then or Le 
and see what they tell | nd » 
our price is only $1 “We 1. iM 
guarantee a perfect fitand your complete 
satisfaction or beck. Kemember, 
we make all Suits, Pants and Overcoats 
tailor-made to order, to your individual) 
measurements and no extra charge of any kind 
for novelty features 


Wonderful 0."s0' 
New Pla ae ues 


our sult 
tailor made to-orde just to make 
where you wet La Make $2,500 to $3,000 a 
nd | today for most 
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Itching Rashes 


—— Soothed 


With Cuticura 


All druggists Soap 3, Ointment tty Talcom 3 x, 
Sample each free of ‘‘Cuticura, Dept. B 




















Birds of a Feather 
The socialist is a rooster 
The pacifist is a hen; 
They'd rather strut and sputter 
Than do their bit like men. 
Camp Dodger. 


Win-the-War Measures 

Boomerang Bullets that will return (gently) 
to their starting point after killing at least one 
German. 

Combination Sam Browne belts and razor 
strops. 

Transport the chuck holes from some of our 
bad roads to France for use as trenches. 

Draw pictures of everything you want and 
save the price of a French dictionary. 

Fill a bucket with second-hand dish-water 
from the cook shack, add a spoonful of lye, a pair 
of old sox and a dash of vinegar, and use it as a 
substitute for this year’s vintage of vin blan 
—The Spiker —Engineers, U. S. Army, France. 


And When He Falls—! 

















{ cartoon from “ Over There” by Conv. Grant Powers 
U.S. M.¢ 
What a Crash!—Marines’ Magaz 
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Most perfect measurement outfit ever de- 


Reliable Tailoring Co., 371 S. Peoria St., Chicago 
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FUN FROM THE FIGHTERS 


Good Things in Our Army and Navy 


a 


Publications 








If He Only Knew! 























Wednesday Afternoon in the Ship 
Pity Poor Eve 

HILE a recent guest at a Sunday dinner 

with friends uptown, I was escorted into 

the backyard and shown a fig tree. It was the 

first time in my young 

and frolicsome lifetime 


Jumper’s Camp.—Great Lakes 


New Authority 


Bulletin 


False Alarm 
The connie of a Kelly Field trolley was about 
to pull the bell rope to start his car when a shrill 
feminine voice shrieked: “Wait till I get my 
clothes on!”’ 
Everyone in the car 





that I ever had given a 
real live fig tree the up 
and down. The most 
cardinal feature of the 
tree to my eye was the 
smallness of the leaves. 
Since childhood I had 
heard of a fig leaf being 
the only decoration in the 
“clothes line” worn by 
that redoubtable spare- 
rib, Mother Eve. After 
sweltering in Texas for 
eight months I had grown 
toenvy Eve, but now that 
I have seen the actual 
size of a fig leaf, the ol’ dear 











immediately ‘“ rubbered.” 
And what they saw was 
a fat woman trying to 
lift a basket of laundry 
on the rear platform.— 


Kelly Field Eagle. 


Then Watch His Smoke 

If the Kaiser really 
wants to see the Crown 
Prince lead an army he’ll 
have to be present at a 
German retreat. — Air 
Scout. 


Dangerous Vamp 
Venus de Milo, that 








has my most sincere sym- Iwo Day 


pathy.—Kelly Field Eagle. 


Some Dream 

“T had a great dream last night,” said the 
private as the last note of reveille died out. 

“What was it?” asked the wagoner as he 
drew on his sox. 

“T dreamed that we had finished our job of 
returned the private, 
‘Sergeant, dismiss 
Engineers, U. S. 


whipping the Germans,” 
‘and General Pershing said, 
the army.’”—The Spiker. 


Army, France. 


Looked Familiar 
The buck stuck his head up over the edge of 
No Man’s Land. “Just like home,” he said as 
he counted all the shell holes in view. “It re- 
minds me of Main Street undergoing improve- 
ments.”—The Spiker —Engineers, Railway, 
U.S. Army, France. 


Non-Com. 


ond ti. Slax ‘ plaster of Paris beauty of 

Trench and 1 Camp the form divine, musta 

been a mighty dangerous 

wren in her day and age when they had to cut off 
both her arms.—Trench and Camp. 





THIS ADMIRABLE 
PICTURE « « 


which adorned the 
cover of a recent issue 
of JUDGE has been 
reproduced in full colors 
and mounted on a 
heavy mat, I! x 14, 
ready for the frame. 
For twenty-five cents, 
cash or stamps, we will 

















A TRIQUTE PROM France Send it, postage free. 


Judge Art Print Department, 225 Fifth Av., New York City 
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WITH THE COLLEGE WITS 


Irrepressible, Joyous, Irresponsible 


PR" Si 





Brief 
OR half an hour the two negroes, hand-cuffed 
together in the same seat of the prison train, 

had been silent. Finally the maple-colored 
one took it upon himself to make conversation. 

“Wut yo up foh?” he asked his shiny-black 
companion. 

“ Ah sawta busted up a fren ob mah wife’s an’ 
he croaked.”’ 

“How long yo gwine-a be up de ribber?”’ 

The ebony-hued prisoner shifted his great 
bulk around in the seat and rolled his little eyes 
until they were full on his questioner. His un- 
der lip protruded sourly for at least an inch. 

“Fum now awn,” he said.—7iger. 


Unselfish 


N-Tier EN 


A Good Catch 
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The Wonder 
She could scarcely wait for their dance to 
come around. It seemed a year till he came 
toward her. He was the handsomest thing she 
ever saw. His hair was so wonderful it 
terrifying. His eyes she felt no pen could 
describe. His tall, manly form was perfect. 
Finally he came up to her. He spoke and his 
voice was heavenly. He smiled. His smile was 
divine. He swept her into his arms. The music 
was her favorite dance piece. 
He danced like a lame cab horse. 


was 


Sun Dial. 


The Reader 
Dramas Persona—Mr. Jones, name two or 
three of Shakespeare’s 
comedies. 





“She is so unselfish, 
isn’t she?”’ 

“What has she done 
now?” 

“She kept all her 
spring bills a secret to 
her husband until fall, 
knowing that he would 
be worried about them.” 

—Widow. 





What, Indeed? 
‘I dreamed a dream,”’ the 
enraptured Poet cried. 
‘What could you dream 
but dreams?”’ the Fool 





replied.—A wgwan. 
Candor —— 
Frank — When you 


proposed to her, I sup- 


pose she said, “‘ This is so sudden 
Ernest—No, she was honest and said, “ This 
suspense has been terrible.’’—Medley. 


Comfort Kit for Your Soldiers 

One box Olive Drab liver pills (to match uni- 
form). 

One pack Pall Bearers’ cigarettes 

One knitted gas mask. 

One Wetsock patent 
save HIS life!). 

One pocket swimming pool with concentrated 
water for same. 

One combination tie 
C lock. 

One life-size statue of 
mounted, in bronze. 

One carton Rough on Ratskellers. 

One box Boche Banisher. Sprinkle on knees, 
knuckles, and nose. (Will keep even HIS 
bunkie away.) 

One bottle of Ed. Pinhead’s O. D. cologne. 

One Baedeker’s Guidebook to Berlin. 

One bathing-suit for_use in the “tanks.” 

One glove. 

One knitted sock.— Purple Cow. 


bayonet smasher (may 
clasp and grandfather 


Admiral Persimmons, 








\ Fishing Smack—Chaparra 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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J —Well—ah—um 
the only ones that I’m 
familiar with are ‘“Noth 
ing Much |Doing” and 
“Just as You Say.” 

Awgwan. 





Breaking the News 

“Father, was writing 
done on tablets of stone 
in the old days?” 

“Ves, my 
plied the dutiful parent 

“Gee!” mused the 
boy. “Then it must 
have taken a crowbar to 
break the news.”’— Burr. 


son,” re 


In Latin Class 
Freshman translating 
“portamus”’: 


Now “mus” means “we” and “porta” 
means “‘gates,”’ but I thought “ wee gates”’ ws 
German.— Record. 


4 Studious Goat 
“ This,’’ said the goat, as he turned from the 
tomato and began on the broken mirror with 
relish, ‘‘this is indeed food for reflection.” —Burr. 


News to Him 


Sam—Ah done neerd dat dey fin’ Columbus’ 
bones. 
Esra—Lawd! Ah nevah knew dat he wuz 


a gamblin’ man.— Panther. 


The Infernal Triangle 
\ lady fair, known as Miss Taliaferro 
Was loved by a soldier named Oliaferro; 
When a stranger one day 
ried to take her away, 
Ol. punctured him with his revoliaferro. 


The Other Fellow 
Young Woman (entering music store)—Have 
you “Kissed Me in the Moonlight’? 
Clerk—I don’t think so; I’m new here. May- 
be it was the other man.— Medley. 
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SEXOLOGY 


by William H. Walling, A.M., M.D. 


imparts in a clear wholesome 
way, in one volume: 


Knowledge a Young Man Should Have 

Knowledge a Young Husband Should Have 

Knowledge a Father Should Have 

Knowledge a Father Should impart to Hic Son 

Medical Knowledge a Husband Should Have 
Knowledge a Young Woman Should Have 
Knowledge a Young Wife Should Have 
All in one volume, Knowledge a Mother Should Have 

IMlastrated. Knowledge a Mother Should Impart to Her Daughter 
$2.00 postpaid Medical Knowledge a Wife Should Have 
Write for “‘Other People’s Opinions’’ and Table of Contents 


PURITAN PUB. CO., 792 Perry Building, PHILA., PA. 

















Apt Comparison 
Rit—Why is kissing your girl like a bottle of 
olives? 
Ters—I don’t know. 


Rit—If you can get one, the rest come easy. 
Burr. 

Double Time 
Van—wWhat did Hester do when you tried 


to hold her hand ? 
Dan—She said to take two while I 
learning.—Chaparral. 


was 


How Is This, Ellen? 
Prof—What do you consider the greatest 
achievement of the Roman people? 
B. A.—Talking Latin.—Burr. 


Could Have Been Edited 
Stude—How did you like Dean Holmes’ 
sermon in chapel last Sunday? 
Other One—It was fair, but I saw three or 
four mighty good places where he could have 
Froth. 


st opped. 


‘And Anger Them 
[here goes a man who has done much 


Flooey 


to arouse the people. 


Zowey—Great labor agitator, eh? 
Flooey—No, a manufacturer of alarm clocks. 
Burr. 


Self-Abnegation 


““Why don’t you give up cigarettes?” 
“‘T do every time I meet you.” —Widow. 
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FREE This Chest FOR 15 DAYS USE | 





w edmont Red Cedar ( chest ¢ 
tects Woolens, Furs . Plumes from moths, mice, dust, 
damp. 9%) beaut designs to select from Use it 


IS days FREE. A Piet tit 
id 






nt will pay for itself in what it saves. Lasts 

jeal gift for Xmas Weddings, or Birthdays. Our 
b igi llustrated catalog prepaid FREE to you. Write for it today 
Piedmont Red Cedar ¢ Chest Co. , Dept. 85, Statesville, N.C. 


ROMEIKE'S PRESS CLIPPING BUREAU 


We wil ue se sad yu all newspaper 

ppings which may appear about you ur frier nds, or any sub- 

ject or whi h you y want to be “up- te - »-date Every news- 

vaper and periodical of importance in the United States and 
7 irope is searched Terms $6.00 per 100 notices 


HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Ave., New York 
——— = 














The Notion Counter 


By Dovetas 





MALLOcH 


T is remarkable how many hostile 
raids the Allies start, considering the 
fact, as you will learn from the Ger- | 

man statements, that they all fail. 

There is only one thing that makes us 
regret the coming end of the war, and 
that is the thought of the book-agents 
with histories of it. 

Germany keeps talking about her 
“forefield troops.” We don’t know just 
what they are, but all we have to say to 
them is “Fore!” 

The new draft act will be a great joy 
to the fellows of forty who a year ago were 
so sad because they weren’t thirty. 

The average circulation of money in 
the United States is $52.44, and the 
average time you hang onto it is three 
seconds 

If the censors want to censor something | 
they might delete the “still” in “still con- | 
tinues”’ in the communiqués. 

We manage to keep up with the Ameri- 
can troops, but it is hard to keep up with 
the French pronunciations. 

I ran into a French phrase yesterday 
and fell down on it and dislocated my 
grammatical construction. 

Now they have discovered a remedy 
for bone disease. The pacifist ought to 
rub a little on his head. 

And, if Sir Douglas Haig can’t get the 
inal jump on the Germans, we'll send | 
over Sir Douglas Fairbanks. 

But will Dentist Davis please explain 
why he didn’t do something to the 
Kaiser while he had him? 

It must get on a German officer’s 
nerves a little to be captured by a Yankee 
soldier named Meyer. 

The Germans have put gas-masks on 
their dogs, and they ought to dothésame 
on their cheese. 

If Germany trips on the Hindenburg 
line there is no telling how far she may 
fall back. 

We will say this for the German waiter; 
he doesn’t treat us with the contempt he 


did. 








There is no telling what these Czechs 
will do with a few Cyanks to help them. 

Germany seems to have tried every 
way to obtain a German peace but the 
Want ads. 

Red tape would not be so bad if they 
would put a little elastic in it. 

Now that we have turned around, 
we are enjoying the drive n — better. 


The salient features of the German | 
situation is now the lack of them. 
German efficiency is getting so it | 
smells just like any other fish. 
' 


What is a Questionnaire 
By P. G. Mets 


T is the greatest invention of the 

age. A human washing, starch- 
ing, and ironing machine. 

For instance, it compels a man to 
decently support his wife and children, 
and if he is not blessed with any of 
these it acts as prophet and evangelist 
in leading him to find invalid and help- 
less relatives to be taken under his 
wing as dependents. It causes him 
solicitous regard for aged, infirm par- 
ents, or crippled, orphan brothers and 
sisters, and palsied and epileptic old 
aunts and uncles. He becomes a 
champion of the weak, the halt, the | 
blind. and the maimed. O give me de- 
pendents! he cries. 

Moreover, it is a sure 
race suicide. 

And, then, his infirmities which 
aforetime were hidden are now, for- 


udge 


The mi 


publication is to preach 


preventive of 
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Mrs. Utopia 





Husband—You are always asking me for money! 


fe—Well, hope springs eternal. 


sooth, acknowledged; he pines, though, 
because of eye defect or other disquali- 
fication which he must perforce suffer to 
debar him from military service. 

Indeed, the most listless fellow is 
encouraged to brush up and show the 
stuff that is in him; he is changed to an 
industrial leader overnight, and abso- 
lutely indispensable to his present em- 
ployer. 

Stirring patriotism and an unconquer- 
able desire to get at the Hun, dominates 
all statements, either oral or written, to 
his local board; and he just couldn’t 
restrain himself—if, but, only were it not 
for those depending upon him. Out of 
his salary of, say, $150 per month, his 
dependents require $147.50 for their 
maintenance, clearly showing how difh- 
cult it would be for them to exist, and 
one thing or other, while he would be 
fighting in the trenches. 

Thousands who have not yet exam- 
ined a questionnaire will very shortly 
have that opportunity; but take this 
for your watchword: Be CAREFUL! 


It is sharper than a two-edged sword. 


Pity Him! 
Oh, pity the poor correspondent 
Who sailed away to the war. 
He’s living in lodgings in Lunnoa 
And viewing the strife from afar. 
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Historical Criminals me 
Their Crimes 


Joanna of Naples 
Man in the Iron Mask 
Martin Guerre 

The Borgias 

Marquise de Ganges 
Karl Ludwig Sand 
Urban Grandier 

Mary Stuart 

The Cenci 

Murat 

Derues 

Ali Pacha 

Comtesse de Saint-Geran 
Nisida 


Marquise de Brinvilliers 
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The Infamous Borgias Dumas’ Masterpiece 
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Spe Boys telling 
Velvet Joe 


how much they like 
his tobacco 
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